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snuffed the air suspiciously, like a hound who smells a weasel
in place of a fox.
""Why shouldn't the Lord have chosen me." Mr. Geard was
now saying, as he leaned forward in his wicker chair, hugging
his le,gs and wagging his h\ drocephalic head, "to bring back an
-Age of Faith to our Western World? The way I am doing it
will seem heresy to some, blasphemy to others, pure hocus-pocus
to most. But that's exactly, my dear, what all new out-spurts of
the Real Presence have seemed. Do "ee think anyone can put a
stopper on me?"
Mat Dekker had never, since Sam"s mother's death, been called
*"my dear" by any living soul: but it was such a quaint word
for the man to use just then, at such a moment this word
"stopper/5 that he looked at him with something like real respect.
The chap could not be a humbug! Xo humbug would say "put a
stopper on me/'
Mat Dekker now began scrutinising his guesfs great bowled
head as Bloody Johnny grew somnolent, and the way his huge,
plump, clenched fist lay on the rough little garden-table by the
edge of his bottle and glass. 'There's the head of a heretic/" he
thought. "No doubt the great Marcion, with his skull full of
spiritual errors, had a head like that. But ifs all ivrong! Christ
has chosen to reveal Himself through the traditions of His
Church, and in no other way. When the Church's authority is
undermined life falls back into chaos . . . into the blind grop-
ings of Matter or at least of Nature/1
"The Lord ... has ... filled me . . /' rumbled Bloody
Johnny again in his hoarse voice, "with the power of His spirit,
my dean and nothing can stop me from doing His will! I feel
His will pouring through me, my dear, by night and by day.
Let the glory go to whom He pleases! I am but a reed, a miser-
able pipe, a wretched conduit, a contemptible sluice. But never
mind what I am! Through me, at this moment of time, the
Eternal is breaking through. Yes, dean dear Sir, for I admire 'ee
and respect *ee, it's breaking through! I'm going to make Glas-
tonbury the centre of the Religion of all the West. I feel it in
me, this power; I feel it, dear, dear Mr. Dekker, and nothing
can stop me, nothing!'" He lifted his heavy fist and emptied the